66                         ERE CHTHE US.

Be blest and beloved as I love thee

Of all that shall draw from thee breath;
Be thy life as the sun's is above thee;
I go to my death.

CHORUS.

Many loves of many a mood and many a kind [Str. i.
Fill the life of man, and mould the secret mind ;
Many days bring many dooms, to loose and bind;
Sweet is each in season, good the gift it brings,
Sweet as change of night and day with altering

wings,

Night that lulls world-weary day, day that comforts

night,                                                          1140

Night that fills our eyes with sleep, day that fills with

light.

None of all is lovelier, loftier love is none, {Ant. i.
Less is bride's for bridegroom, mother's less for son,
Child, than this that crowns and binds up all in

one;
Love of thy sweet light, thy fostering breast and

hand,
Mother Earth, and city chosen, and natural land;